PATCHWORK                                           "A"
shot, we understood) had saved the life of an Indian
prince. To-day she and her husband were back here
ready to save everybody's, anybody's life; and in
England her two sons were, one at Winchester,
another at New College, learning to save people's
lives when their turn came in just this nullah.
Indian civilians, going round from nullah to
nullah, from generation to generation; and oh, what
was it all for? . . . Could it all be for tigers? What
is the use of tigers? They make extremely un-
comfortable rugs and hideous overcoats. Were
these young Englishmen being bred and reared
exclusively for tigers? How fine a thing it must be
to shoot a tiger.
Mrs. Civil Surgeon was herself the daughter of
a distinguished civil servant, a governor indeed, had
married a civil servant and was breeding civil
servants; and out there, a mile away, at the head of
the nullah, -where the midday haze took the tops of
the trees up into the sky, had always been, and was
still, tiger mating with tiger, begetting tiger, to lord
it over the same nullahs and fall for the shots of the
same family.
"How we do come back!" Mrs. Civil Surgeon
tittered. "How we come back . . . From nullah to
nullah, and back again. Eh?"
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